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without missing a single engagement. I abstained from medical
advice and ammonia ted quinine; I treated the fever by enjoying
the morning air at an open window in an entirely unprotected
condition for a prolonged period before finishing up with a cold
bath; I stimulated myself by transitions from the overwhelming
heat of the crowded St James's Hall to the chill coolness of
Regent Street at night; I wore my lightest attire; I kept out of bed
as much as possible, and held on to railings and lamp-posts when
the temptation to seek a brief repose at full length in the streets
became almost irresistible, as it did once or twice on the day
when the fever was at its height; I fed myself resolutely (though
not on the corpses of slain animals), and took no alcohol in any
form. The result was that I routed the enemy in a series of pitched
battles, in which I was assailed successively with delirium, with
weakness and fever, with pains in various portions of my person,
including a specially ingenious one in the eyeballs, and, finally,
with a vulgar and abominable cold in the head, which pursued
me with unabated rage for forty-eight hours before it lost heart.
Had I drugged the fiend, coddled him, inebriated him, and lav-
ished doctors' fees on him, no doubt I should have left The World
musicless for three weeks at least As it was, I did more work in
the five days during which the combat lasted than in the five days
before that. Singers will now know how to deal with their foe. It
is always worth while to fly in the face of that unvenerable sur-
vival of witchcraft which calls itself medical science. To recover
triumphantly under such circumstances becomes a point of honor.
On my way to hear Mireille in French at Covent Garden, on
Wednesday last week, a rascal offered me for a shilling a book of
the opera. But I was too old a bird to be caught* in that way. I
recognized at a glance the yellow cover of die old Davidson
libretto, with the Italian words and the superseded four-act ar-
rangement of bygone Maplesonian days. I did not give the fellow
in charge, for he was miserably poor, and perhaps had no very
clear idea of die differences between the new and the old Mireille.
Instead, I went my way into the theatre, and there purchased,
from Mr Harris's official representative, an authorized libretto
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